7 nT^iTXgtaie dfmniliZt — 

Ham. Ah ha,comefonrc mufique,com the Recorder 
For if the King like not the Comedy, 

Why then belike he it not perdy. 
ome,lome mufique, 

EnterRofmcr^us, Guyldenfterne, 

Guyl. Good my Lord,voutfafe me a word with you. 

Ham. Sir a whole hiftory. 

Cjuy^ The King fir. 

Ham. Kir, what of hied? . 

Guyl. Is in his retirement meruailous diftempred. 

\\jtw. With drinkc fir? 

Guyl. No my lord, with chollcr. 

Warn. Your wifedomc fhould fhew it felfc more richer tofignific 
his to the Doftor>&>r,for me to put him to his purgation,would per- 
haps plunge him into morecholler. 

(juyL Good tny Lord put your difcouife into fome frame, 

: i And iiare not fo wildly from my affaire. 

' H am. I am ramc fir, pronounce. 

Guil. The Quecne your mother in moftgreat affli&ion of fpirit, 

: hath fent me to you. 
i Ham. You are welcome. 

|j <?#*4Nay good my Lotd, this curtefie is not of the right breed, if 
jilt fhall p’eafie you to make me a whdfotne aunfwer , 1 will doeycur 
] mothers commaundement, ifnotj, your patdon and my returns, fhiall 
| be the end of bufines. 
i H am. Sir I cannot. 

1 ;* Rof. What my Lord. 

Ham. Make you a wholfome anfwer, my wits difeafebbut lir/uch 
Jljinfvverc as I can make, you fhail comrn2und,or rather as you fay^my 
^mother, therefore no morc,but to the macter,my mother you fay. 

Rof Then thus flic faies, your behauiour hath ftrooke her into a- 
fiazementand admiration. 

, \ Ham. O wonderfifl lonne that can fo (fonifit a mother! bucis 
yhcre noTequdl at the hccles of this mothers admiration? impart. 

• < Rof She defires to fpcake with you m her clofet ere you go to bed, 
V Ham, We (hall obey,vverc flic ten times our mother, baue you any 
jrther trade with vs? 

Rof my Lord you once did louc me. 

( : .Ham* And doe ftiil by thefe pickers and ftealers* 
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Pr/nce of Dewmarke. 

Kof Good my Lord, what is your caufe of diftemper, you do hire- 1 1 
ly barre the doore vpon your owne liberty, if you deny your griefesjjj 

to your friend. 

Warn, Sir liacke aduancement, 
p 0 jl How can that be when you haue the voyce of the King him- 
feife for your fuccefsion in Denm >rkc. 

Enter the Players tilth Recorders. 

H am. I fir, but while the graffe grovve$>the preuerbe is fomeching 
IT(U rty,oh the Recorders, let me fee one,to withdraw with you,why 
do you goe about to rccoucr the wind of me, as if you would dnuc 

me into a toyle ? f f ' , . 

Gtyl O my lord if my duty be too boldly louc is too vnmanerJy, 
Warn, I do not well vndeiftand that, will you play vpon this pipe J 
Guyl . My Lord f cannot. 

H am. I pray you. 

Guyl . Belceuemelcannot. 

Ham. Ibcfeech you. 

Guyl. I know no touch of it my Lord* # 

H am. It is as efie as lying ; gouerne thefe ventages with your fin- : 
gers, and the vmber ^iue it breath with your mouthy and it willdiG 
courfe moft eloquent mufique, lookeyou,Jthcfe aretheftoppes. . ;j 
guyl. But thefe cannot I commaund to any vtrance ofharmonie, 

I haue not the fkill. 

H am. Why looke you now ho w yn worthy a thing you make 
me, you would play vpon me, you would feeme to know my flop 
you would plucke out the hart of my mifierie , you would found me 
from my loweft note to my compaflcj and rhere is much mufique ex 
cellec voice in this little organ, yet cannot you make it fpeak, s blooi 
do you thinke I am cafier to be plaid on then a pipe, call me what ir 
ftrumznt you wil,though you fret me not, you cannot play vpon m 
God bletffe you fir„ 

Enter Volonius. 

Vol. My Lord the Queene wouM fpeake with you,& preientlt; 

H am. Do you fee youder cloud chat’s almoft in (hape ofaCativ 
P ol. By*th maffe and tislike a Cam ell indeede, 

Ham. Me thinkes it is like a Wezelh 
*Pol. Tt is black like aWczell, 

H am. Or like a Whale. 

W. Very like a Whale.. 
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